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Chapter | 


| know all the ficmas presents have gone live already, but | had to write this one. It wouldn\'t leave me alone 


until | did, but | hope you enjoy it! ) 


The ride back to their hotel from the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame was silent which was beginning to unnerve 
Mark. He knew on one hand, that a quiet Myles was either an upset or angry Myles, and after what had 
happened just a few minutes ago, Mark knew for sure it was the latter. On the other hand, he knew how to 


deal with an angry Myles and would feel much more at ease if he would just begin shouting already. 


Now the question would be, why is the usually happy, kind, and normally serene Myles Kennedy shouting at 
anyone? Well, it would probably have to do with the fact that his lovable, stubborn, and slightly overprotective 
boyfriend decided to go a little caveman on him tonight, and if Mark had a chance in hell of getting laid again or 
not waking up with his hands glued to his guitar or something like that, he definitely had to fix this and fix it 


soon. 


"Myles.." No answer. "Come on Mylo, talk to me." Still no answer. Mark sighed and took a deep breath as he 
continued, hoping what he said would appease his lover, "I'm really sorry about what happened tonight. | 


shouldn't have done that." 


Apparently that was the trigger he needed as all of Myles' pent up rage finally decided to break free, "You're 
damn right you shouldn't have done that! What the hell were you thinking tonight?! What the hell even was 
that back there?! Did your brain just shut down or something?!" 


Mark felt ashamed. He knew he had really fucked up, but he couldn't help it! It seemed that recently all Myles 
talked about was Slash this or Slash that, way to make a guy feel insecure, so if he radiating enough jealousy 
back stage that Duff said he was couple of seconds away from being as green as the Hulk because of that, 
what happened next wasn't completely his fault, but he wasn't gonna say that to Myles. 


"No.l just-I didn't.) didnt like how he had his hands all over you." he said softly instead. 


Myles groaned and had to resist slamming his head against the dashboard. "I was giving him a hug Mark. That 
requires people to kinda be close together. Besides..on what planet is that an excuse for pulling me away from 
him, putting me over your shoulder and grumbling out "Mine!" as you dragged me out to the car! | mean do | 
look like a possession to you?!" 


With a move straight out of the Fast and the Furious, Mark turned sharply off of the main road and into a 
deserted parking lot. No sooner had the car stopped when he grabbed Myles shirt and pulled him into a 
possessive kiss. When Myles tried to pull away Mark just held him tighter, threading a hand through his hair 
and gripping it tightly. 


When Myles finally managed push him back, he shook his head and got out car. He quickly began walking out of 
the parking lot and called over his shoulder, "Apparently your inner caveman has taken over all of your brain. 


Come back to the hotel when you've gotten your shit straightened out!" 


Mark still sat in the car, leaning against the window as he tried to catch his breath. When he saw Myles start 
to walk away, he quickly followed and caught his arm, pulling him back. Myles was usually a really easy-going 
guy, but when something finally managed to piss him off, it was like having the full wrath of hell against you. 
Mark took note of the fury in the Myles’ eyes as well as the confusion and hurt, but there was something 


simmering beneath the surface that he wasn't expecting. 
Desire. 


It was only glimpse, but Mark was sure he saw it, which meant that maybe he hadn't screwed up as much as 
he thought. He held tightly onto Myles’ wrist as he spun him back and pinned him against the car with his 
body. He continued to fight back and after the first punch hit his jaw, Mark caught his other arm and held 
them both tightly against the car before leaning in and nuzzling at Myles' neck. 


"You aren't a possession Myles." He said calmly. "But you are mine..and | don't share." 


Myles didn't have a chance to respond as his lips were suddenly captured in another heated kiss. He quickly 
brought his hands up to push him away, but he couldn't get enough leverage and ended up pinned against the 
hood of the car with the unmistakable feeling of Mark's hard-on rubbing against him. He still struggled to 
break free of Mark's grip, but it just caused more friction between them and Myles moaned in disbelief and 
pleasure as he felt himself get hard as his body betrayed him. 


‘Mark.stop.." He moaned glancing around quickly. "Someone might see us man." 


"| don't care!" He growled. "All | hear you talk about is Slash." Mark whispered as he nipped at Myles’ ear. He 
held both his wrists in one as he let the other unbutton Myles' vest and slide up his shirt. "How amazing he is, 
how happy you are with him" Fingers tweaked one of his nipples, making him gasp and arch into the touch as 
Mark kissed his way down his throat. "Hell, you couldn't even deny that your best on stage moments were 


with him!" 


Mark pulled him forward roughly, forcing his vest and his shirt off before pushing him back against the car 
and biting and sucking marks onto every inch of the pale skin that he could reach. 


"I know | said you weren't a possession Mylo, but | think you forgot who you belong to.." He snapped the button 
on his jeans open and shoved his hand inside, wrapping his fist tightly around Myles' cock and making the other 
man sag against him. “And | think there's no time like the present to remind you!" 


"Fuck!" He moaned out as he attempted to struggle against him again. He didn't know what had gotten into 
Mark, but slowly he was beginning to enjoy it, even it his behavior pissed him off something major. His hips 
began to rock with Mark's fist and he couldn't help but buck into Mark's touch as he seemed to find every 


hot spot on his body was intent on marking them for future use. 


"Did Slash ever do this to you Myles? On those long nights on tour, missing me and just needing someone's 
touch? Could he do this Myles? Make you come apart with just a few kisses and a flick of his wrist?" When 
his hand sped up and all Myles could reply with was a moan, Mark smirked. "That's what | thought: 


Myles knew that everything Mark was saying should be doing nothing more than angering him further, but 
part him and big part of him if he was honest with himself, was getting turned on by it. He knew that Mark 
had been slightly jealous of Slash since they had started working together, but he didn't know that it had 
gotten that bad. He should have known something was up when he started bringing up Slash in their interviews 
all the time and teasing him about it. 


A tight squeeze around his cock had all coherent thoughts disappearing from his mind as Mark continued to 
jerk him off with hard, fast strokes that left him moaning and gasping for air. He held two fingers to his lips 
which, Myles resisted at first, until he felt Mark's thumb teasing the sensitive head of his cock, making him 
gasp and letting Mark slip his fingers in. He sucked at them greedily, all traces of anger gone and replaced with 


a burning desire for the man moving against him. 


Mark grinned against his chest before easing his hand out of Myles’ jeans and pulling his fingers away. He 
chuckled as he looked down at the man sprawled on the car. He was now sure he had seen desire Myles’ blue 
eyes, they were almost completely black with it now. His smooth, pale skin flushed pink from his actions and his 


long hair still damp with sweat, even in the cool Detroit air. 


Myles stared at him with unfocused eyes, his hips constantly shifting as he tried to get his painfully hard cock 
into a more comfortable position, and before he knew it, Mark was on him again, flipping him roughly onto his 
stomach and tugging his jeans down to his hips. Myles felt the wet fingers circling his hole before they 
suddenly pushed in, making him cry out loudly as he tried to get used to the sudden intrusion. 


Mark wasted no time as he began thrusting his fingers quickly inside of Myles, making the man moan and cry 
out with pleasure and pain. It didn't take long for Mark to find his prostate and was just as brutal with that as 
he had been with the rest of him, tapping and rubbing against it nonstop, making his hips rock uncontrollably as 
he struggled to hold in his screams. 


When he pulled his fingers away, Myles couldn't stop the whine of disappointment that fell from his lips and 
the arching of his back to keep them inside of him. Mark pulled Myles' jeans off the rest of the way before 
hastily unbuttoning his own and pulling out his aching cock already leaking with precum. Myles heard the sound 
and reached back to try to pull Mark closer to him, only to have his hand slapped away. 


"Mark! Not Like this. | wanna touch youl" he panted as he once again tried to pull Mark against him. 


Mark chuckled as he leaned over Myles and ran his cock against his entrance. "Ask me nicely Myles." he 


whispered into his ear as he licked a line around the shell. 
"Please! Come on man! | need to feel you!" 


Myles rarely, if ever begged, and he was hard pressed to deny him anything when he was like this. He quickly 
spun Myles around, hiked his legs over his shoulders and entered him in one smooth thrust. Myles arched like 
a bow, and at that moment Mark was happy that the parking lot was deserted because the scream Myles let 
out would have definitely attracted attention to them. 


He didn't start out slow and gentle like he usually did, instead setting a hard and fast pace which left Myles 
sliding up the hood of the car with every thrust. Myles, however, wasn't going to just lie back and get pounded 
and wrapped his arms around Mark's neck and pulled him down for a kiss that was more teeth and tongue 


than lips. He slid his hands under Mark's shirt and struggled to pull it off, eager to feel the heat of his skin 


against him. 


When Mark pulled away tossed his shirt off, Myles’ just as eagerly pulled him back down to kiss him again, 
seeming content to attempt to shove his tongue as far down Mark's throat as he could, but couldn't contain 


his cries as Mark shifted his hips and started hitting his spot dead on. 


Mark could tell Myles was getting close if the way his face contorted into a look of pleasure filled pain and how 
he couldn't stop biting his lip every time he slammed home was anything to go by. He picked up his pace, 
pistoning his hips and sending the car rocking on it shocks. 


"Fuck Myles! So good-so fuckin tight!" He moaned as he buried his face in Myles neck. He slipped his hand 
between them and grasped Myles tightly, his fist already getting slick from the precum leaking down his shaft. 
Knowing Myles could never resist his voice when they fucked, he began nipping at his earlobe as he whispered, 
"Come on Myles. Come for me. Scream out the name of the person making you feel so good!" he punctuated 
every word with a particularly hard thrust, making Myles’ struggle to form sounds let alone an entire name. 
Then with a flick of his wrist around Myles' and one more thrust to his prostate, Mark heard the sound he'd 
been waiting for. 


"Mark!" 


Myles' scream echoed through the parking lot has he came, his nails raking down Mark's back as his legs 
tightened around his hips and his body convulsing around Mark as he continued to fuck him through his 
orgasm. The slight pain from Myles’ nails and the rhythmic tightening of Myles hole had him following right 
behind him. With a low growl of "Minel" he came as well, shooting his seed deep inside of his lover and staking 


his claim on him once again. 


He pulled out of Myles and lie beside him on the hood. Everything was silent except for the harsh sounds of 
their breathing as they lie against the car. With his claim restaked it seemed that all of Mark's common sense 
came flooding back to him at once. He looked over slowly, afraid to see just what emotion would be in his eyes 
now. He expected the hard punch to the shoulder, but the grin that accompanied the punch was a little 


confusing. 
'So..you're not mad?" he asked hesitantly. 


Myles just continued to grin at him, "Oh l'm still mad as hell and if you ever pull anything like that again, ll 


shove your guitar so far up your ass until all you have to do is cough to play a chord" 


Mark shuddered and was about to start apologizing again until Myles cut him off, "But the fact you fucked me 
into next week did help relieve the anger some, but seriously, you know Slash and | are just friends? | mean 


you know he can't replace you right?" 


Mark nodded slowly, "Yeah | know that. It's sometimes knowing that he gets you all to himself too when it 
should be just me, makes me see a little green sometimes and then tonight it seemed like you two were all 


over each other and | really started to wonder just how close you really were for a bit." 


Myles snorted and smacked him in the head, "What part of ‘| only want you' isn't getting through that thick 
head of yours?" He smirked as he continued, knowing his next words would definitely please Mark, "I'm yours 


Mark." He said a he ran a finger along his cheek, "Only yours." 


Mark could feel the stirrings of arousal at Myles‘ words, especially after all of his protests against being a 
possession, and leaned in for a kiss, only to be stopped by a finger to his lips. He looked at Myles in confusion 
as he watched him smile as he hopped off the car and begin to dress. 


"| wasn't kidding about still being angry. | think you've had enough for one night don't you?" 


Mark sighed in acceptance but as he watched Myles fondly trace over the many bites and marks he had left 
on his skin, he smirked and rubbed absently at the scratches he knew Myles had left on his his back. It was 
definitely beginning to look like the green-eyed monster might be a little more welcomed than he thought and if 
he happened to appear more often than before, then well it still wasn't completely his fault. 


